26              A SONG  OF ITALY.
Our flower of flags, our witness that we are free,
Our lamp for land and sea; From where Majano feels through corn and vine
Spring move and melt as wine, And Fiesole's embracing arms enclose
The immeasurable rose; From hill-sides plumed with pine, and heights wind-worn
That feel the refluent morn, Or where the moon's face warm and passionate
Burns, and men's hearts grow great, And the swoln eyelids labour with sweet tears,
And in their burning ears Sound throbs like flame, and in their eyes new light
Kindles the trembling night ; From faint illumined fields and starry valleys
Wherefrom the hill-wind sallies, From Vallombrosa, from Valdarno raise
One Tuscan tune of praise. 0 lordly city of the field of death,
Praise him with equal breath, From sleeping streets and gardens, and the stream
That threads them as a dream Threads without light the untravelled ways of sleep
With eyes that smile or weep ; From the sweet sombre beauty of wave and wall
That fades and does not fall; From coloured domes and cloisters fair with fame,
Praise thou and thine his name. Thou too, 0 little laurelled town of towers.
Clothed with the flame of flowers,